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Tag 
by Peter Proul 
I saw some children playing in the park. 
They hurried with their play, for night, soon near, 
puts an end to outdoor games. Blond hair 
chased after a darting head, and otherwise 
dull colors of brown and black glistened and shone 
in the afternoon sun. 
Boys, girls—all in one swirling mass of tag 
scatter at a little girl's running command. 
One boy, who easily dodges her, knocks down 
another boy, and yells to him, "Sorry." 
On the ground he's easy prey. 
The little girl screams, "You're it!" 
Fall Birth 
by Andy Williams 
T P H E FOG cleared slowly, parting and drifting back again, 
-™- and the Nothingness became Something, drifted back to 
Halfway, then slowly came back to Something as Preston 
Welps gradually became aware of the homey-smell of the 
pillow case next to his face. He burrowed into it a little 
further and took a deep breath. It was home, not like those 
stiff, white, soap-and-starch-smelling hotel pillow cases. To 
an eight-year-old boy, this was Home and Comfort and Pres-
ton was sleepy, but some outside force kept him from drows-
ing off. Reluctantly and resentfully he allowed the force to 
expand his world beyond the pillow, to the four-posted bed 
("I slept in it when / was little," Preston's mother said), to 
the black emptiness that was His Room, the blackness broken 
only by the glaring wedge of light that marked the Bottom 
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